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Author's Notes: 
| decided to take a stab at the Comedy Challenge! And now l'm cowering under my couch. 


Blink and you'll miss ‘em references to Tracii Guns and the movie ‘Taken’ even though l'm well aware it wasn't 


released until years later. 


"Oh, come on Iz," Slash wheedles for the nine hundredth time, "just say yes. It'll be fun, | promise!" 

"Slash," Izzy intones seriously, "last time you told me I'd have fun, | ended up puking in a bucket next to you 
while you banged Syphilis Sal and her friend Herpes Hetty. | did not enjoy the ensuing trip to the STD clinic 
because you made me stay in the room and hold your fucking hand while the dumbass doctor did those swabs! 
So if it's ok with you, l'm just gonna take a hard pass on this one!" 


Slash sighs. 


"Look," he says, "you've spent the last two months moping about the house looking like your childhood pet just 


died. Ok, Tracii dumped your ass. So fucking what? You need to get over it and get back out there. Otherwise, 
you'll end up wasting away like Miss fuckin’ Havisham! You need to get laid so just come with me. | swear, if 
you don't like it and wanna leave, | won't make you stay. But you gotta at least work on it for me. Ok?" 


Izzy purses his lips and considers his friend's proposal. 


"All right," he concedes after a few minutes of thought. "I'll go. Just don't expect me to enjoy it. And if Traci 
or any of his fuckin’ cohorts happen to be there, I'm turning right around and heading straight back to Indiana!" 


Slash smiles hugely at him. 

Tonight is going to be great! 

On the other side of town, Duff McKagan has just gotten home from what was possibly the worst and longest 
work shift of his entire young life. All he wants to do is shower, fall into bed and sleep so hard that his 


housemate calls the emergency services. 


Unfortunately, his housemate is none other than W. Axl Rose, a fiery redhead with a determination unmatched 


by even the most dedicated of Sherpas. 
"No, Axl," he pleads, "I'm fucking exhausted Can't we please just do this another time?" 


“Absolutely not!" Axl declares. "We're going and that's that! You're off tomorrow so you can sleep all day if 
you want. Now go take a shower, put your glad rags on and let's go get fuckin’ laid!" 


Duff knows there's no point in arguing. Heaving a huge sigh, he hauls himself off the couch and stands up. 


"Just so you know, if | end up in the ER. with another fuckin’ fracture tonight, | WILL find you and | WILL kill 


you," he tells his grinning friend as he leaves the room before heading upstairs to take a shower. 

Axl smiles knowingly. 

Tonight is going to be great! 

Slash and Izzy have rocked up in front of a bar on the Strip that just for tonight is bearing a small billboard 
above it's entrance declaring it to be, ‘Steven's Tried and Trusted Speed Dating Service! 

Izzy snorts. 


‘Seriously, Slash? Speed dating? Exactly how sad and desperate are you?" he asks. 


"A lot less sad and desperate than you, Stradlin!" Slash retorts as he shoves his friend towards the door. 
"Just shut up and get in there!" 


The bar is populated by 10's porn stars if the God awful moustaches are anything to go by, Izzy decides once 


he's inside. 
He tries to make an about turn but is stopped in his tracks by a very serious looking Slash. 
"You're giving this a go before you do a runner!" he snarls and Izzy holds his hands up. 


‘lm giving it five fucking minutes!" he retorts, "and then Im braining you with the first blunt instrument | can 


lay my hands on!" 
"Atta boy, Iz!" Slash grins. "Whaddya want to drink?" he asks, heading for the bar. 


"Four gallons of gin would be a good start!" Izzy calls after him as he glances around and wishes he was 


literally anywhere else. 


He's going to kill Slash. 


Duff is staring at the small billboard over the bar entrance. 


"Speed dating? You're taking me speed dating? Fucking speed dating?" he splutters as he looks at his so called 
friend. 


Axl nods and juts his chin at the door. 
"Get in there," he commands, "and loosen the fuck up!" and he shoves Duff into the bar. 


"Axl," Duff whimpers, "are you sure this isn't a shoot for a Village People video? Everyone in here is wearing a 


biker jacket and sprouting really gay moustaches!" 
Axl laughs uproariously. 


"Welcome to the first night of the rest of your life!" he cackles as heads for the bar. "Whaddya want to 


drink?" he asks. 


"Four gallons of vodka would be a good start!" Duff calls after him as he glances around and wishes he was 


literally anywhere else. 


He's going to kill Axl. 


Author's Notes: 
Hello, alll So | saw The Rolling Stones on Thursday night and I'm still on a complete high. They know how to put 


on a show! 


Steven Adler steps out onto the stage at the far end of the room and taps the mic. 
"Is this thing working?" he calls to his set up team. 

"A little too well" Sound Guy Eddie retorts testily, "given that a number of people in Miami surely heard you!" 
Steven grins at him and turns back to the mic. 


"Good evening, people of LA!" he greets cheerily, "great to see a turnout of this size for my inaugural speed 


dating night!" 


The bar patrons look confused. Hadn't the billboard outside declared this service to be tried and trusted? Does 
this guy not understand that the word inaugural doesn't exactly go hand in hand with that? 


Sensing a ripple of discontent from the audience, Steven holds his hands up in a calming gesture. 


"| guess | should clarify that | call my service tried and trusted because I've tried speed dating myself. In fact, 
it's how | met my last three girlfriends!" he tells them informatively. 


Izzy face palms. 


"For fuck's sake, Slash!" he groans to his friend. "We're taking dating advice from a guy who looks like a half- 
witted lion cub with no comprehension of basic English!" 


"Shut up!" Slash snarls, "you're giving this a go or I'm beating you to death and telling the cops you did it to 
yourself!" 


Izzy sighs and goes back to watching the lion cub show. 


"I'd like you all to meet Stacy," Steven continues as he beckons to someone standing just off the stage, "my 


girlfriend from my last speed dating session and the current love of my life!" 


A tiny blonde woman steps forward out of the shadows and joins him at the mic. 


The entire place stares in shock and horror. 


"Oh, dear God!" Duff whimpers to Axl, "we're taking dating advice from a guy who's banging his own twin 


sister!" 


Indeed, Stacy could not look more like Steven if she actually tried. Right down to their matching attire of purple 


pants and yellow shirts. 

"lim leaving," Duff declares, "this is sick!" 

"You're staying," Axl replies gruffly, "or a trip to the ER is definitely on the cards!" 

Duff sighs and goes back to watching the twisted twins in love show. 

"OK," Steven announces, "here's how this works. Each one of you picked up a card with a number on it on your 
way in tonight. Those of you who have cards bearing odd numbers will take a seat on the chairs placed against 
the wall on the inside of the tables. Those of you with even numbers sit on the opposite chair. So number two 
sits opposite number one, number four sits opposite number three and so on When the gong sounds, you have 
two minutes to chat. When the gong sounds again, you move on to the next table. As you go, tick the numbers 
of anybody you'd be interested in seeing again in the boxes printed on the back of your cards. We'll take a 


break thirty minutes in and then continue in the same vein until the circuit is completed. If everyone is ready, 


let's get this show on the road! Check your cards and take your places!" 

Izzy glances at his card. Turns out he's number thirteen. Why is he not at all surprised? 

He gives a grinning Slash the finger and traipses wearily to his seat, whereupon he decides to feign narcolepsy 
when a guy wearing the loudest Hawaiian shirt ever created sits opposite him. The shirt is most offended and 
pokes him hard in the shoulder. 


"Owl" Izzy yelps, "how dare you? Im a fucking narcoleptic, you ignorant asshole!" 


"You have sex with dead people?" the shirt gasps in horror. "I'm crossing you off my list right now and not 
talking to you for the next one and a half minutes!" 


Izzy doesn't bother to correct him. In fact, he's half hoping the guy will spread the word. He might get out of 
this a lot sooner than he thought! 


Duff's card is number forty two. He's currently sitting opposite a guy who appears to be at least twice this. A 


tour operator, he'd said. 
"Really?" Duff asks. "What kind of tours?" 


"Well, everything's only in the planning stages at the moment and it'll probably take another twenty odd years," 


Geriatric Joe replies, "but when it's all finalised, I'll be leading people on the first package holiday to Mars!" 
He's serious, apparently. 
"Will you still be alive by then?" Duff asks incredulously before he can stop himself. 


"You insolent brat!" Geriatric Joe barks. "| might be a little weathered but I'll have you know l'm only thirty 


nine!" 


"Are you sure?" Duff enquires, his tone still incredulous. "Cos you got crow's feet that look fifty years older 
than that!" 


"Sarcastic little shit, ain't ya?" Joe spits as he bangs his fist on the table. "You're off my list," he huffs, "lm 


not continuing this conversation any further." 

He crosses his arms over his chest and glares murderously. 

lm devastated,” Duff deadpans. "There goes my dream of re-enacting ‘Cocoon’ on Mars!" 
Geriatric Joe flips him the bird just as the gong sounds. 


"Great!" Duff thinks, "I've only got twenty eight more fuckin’ minutes of this shit to get through. God, | really 


hope Axl gets herpes tonight!" and he moves on like a condemned man to the next table. 
Its occupied by a guy with a sinister serial killer smile. 
"Kill me," Duff pleads, "kill me now!" and he bangs his head against the table. 


Still, he's better off than Izzy who is being ‘entertained’ by a seriously overweight, self proclaimed opera 


si nger. 


"Christ on a bicycle!" he thinks as the poor man's Pavarotti warbles an off key aria, "I really hope Slash gets 
the clap tonight!" 


Author's Notes: 
Happy Monday, all and now I'm off to work! 


Slash has been having a ball. He's flirted shamelessly with every person he's sat in front of despite the fact 
that he has absolutely no intention of ever contacting any of them again. 


Now that the first half hour is up, he scans the room for Izzy and spots him heading through an exit door 
and out into the side alley. He pushes his way through a throng of bodies and follows him. 


"Yo, zl" he calls, "whatcha doin'?" 


‘Oh, hey Slash! Look what | found!" Izzy calls back as he totters out of the darkness carrying a massive chunk 
of Styrofoam which he then throws to the ground. "Watch this!" he cries. 


Slash looks on in bewilderment as Izzy begins jumping up and down on the Styrofoam chunk with a truly savage 
determination 


‘lm pretending its youl" he yells breathlessly as he continues jumping. "Look! I've just fractured both your legs 
and now l'm working on breaking all your ribs! This is really fuckin’ satisfying!" he says as the Styrofoam 
cracks and breaks noisily beneath him. 


"All right, | get the point," Slash mutters as his friend heedlessly continues his wild assault. 

‘Oh, I'm not done yet," Izzy states as he hauls what's left of the chunk off the ground and places it against a 
dumpster. "Now I'm gonna kick your head off!" he announces and with a loud cry of ‘Hii yaaaal', he spins around 
on one foot and aims a well placed ninja style kick with the other, right to Styro Slash's head. It snaps off 
cleanly and drops to the ground. 

Izzy joins his hands together and bows to his fallen opponent. Then he turns to Slash. 

"Can we go home now?" he asks. 

Slash stalks towards him, backing him up against a wall. 

"No," he snarls through clenched teeth. "I've had more than enough of the pity party you've been throwing for 
yourself since you got dumped. So get over it or go sleep under a bridge. Tonight's the first time in a fuckin’ 


month that I've actually enjoyed myself instead of sitting at home listening to you concoct stupid revenge plans 


against Tracii. Like you're ever gonna get to humiliate him by marrying the Prince of Moldova at one of his 


gigs! So you're going back inside and you're staying til | say its time to go. You got that?" 

He punctuates the last three words with sharp jabs of his index finger to Izzy's chest. 

"There's no need for violence," Izzy says primly as he pushes Slash's hand away and sighs loudly. "I'll stay," he 
concedes, "and for what it's worth, thanks for being a good friend about all the Tracii stuff. | never meant to 


spiral you into depression with my own shit, so I'm sorry." 


"That's ok," Slash offers. "We're friends, right? So, let's get back in there! | overheard a couple of guys talking 


and apparently, one of the participants is a necrophiliac!" 

"Er, Slash?" Izzy says, "I might've let someone think that in the hope it would get me out of here quicker!" 
Slash laughs and throws an arm around his friend's shoulders. 

‘Izzy, the Ninja Necrophiliac!" he cackles as he walks them back into the bar and Izzy can't help but grin 


Axl has finally found Duff after ten minutes of intense searching. By intense, he means scoping out the men's 


room until it's empty and then kicking in the door of the stall he knows Duff is hiding in 

"What're you doing, Duffy boy?" he enquires as the blonde hides his hands behind his back. 

"Er, nothing," Duff replies hurriedly. "I thought | had diarrhoea but it turns out | don't!" 

Axl snorts, then suddenly lunges at him and pulls him forward, snatching at his hands. 

"What the fuck is this?" he asks, staring at what Duff has fashioned out of a piece of thin cardboard. 


‘Oh, God!" Duff whimpers, "please don't take this personally but | made a voodoo doll of you so | could prick 
holes in you with a safety pin Then | used it to make my finger bleed so | could get your hair colour right!" 


Axl stares at him. And then stares at the doll. 


It's covered in pin pricks but there is a particular concentration of them at what he supposes is the crotch 


area. And even though he will never admit it, he quite likes the hair colour. It's really vibrant and eye catching. 
Exasperated, he grabs Duff by the arm and hauls him out of the stall, making him stand at one of the sinks. 
"Take a look in the mirror," he commands, "and tell me what you see." 


Duff is puzzled but he knows from past experience to just do as he's asked. 


| see a guy who wants to go home," he replies, "and some very questionable stains!" 


"Want to know what | see?" Axl asks as he stands directly behind him and looks over his shoulder into the 


mirror. 

"Not really," Duff says wearily. 

| see a guy who hasn't taken a break and let loose in almost a month," Axl tells him. "| see a guy who spends 
ten hours a day working and the rest of it moping around and sleeping. What's got into you, Duff? There's 
nothing wrong with enjoying yourself!" 

"Except some of us have been enjoying ourselves a little too much lately, Axl!" Duff snarks. "Like last week 
when you threw that impromptu party and those assholes cleaned us out leaving us with just our mattresses! 
And that was only because | let ‘em take our refrigerator instead!" he wails. 


"So it wasn't one of my finer moments!" Axl exclaims, "but at least | got laid!" 


"Getting laid isn't going to feed us or keep a roof over our heads unless we actually start turning tricks!" Duff 


shouts at him. "At any given moment, we're ten fuckin’ bucks away from living on the street, man!" 

"Well, | have some news on that front," Axl replies airily. "| was gonna wait until tomorrow to tell you but | got 
a job. At the video store. And | talked the girl who manages the place into fronting me a week's wages so | 
decided to take you out tonight on the strength of it!" 

Duff stares at him foolishly. 


"You got a job?" he breathes. "You got a job so we're not going to starve to death or become homeless? 


That's.. that's... FUCKING WONDERFUL!" he cries and throws himself at Axl, hugging him tightly. 
"If you don't stop crushing my ribs, | won't get to start the fucking job!" Axl yells muffedly. ‘Let go, you twat! 
‘Let's go home!" Duff shouts joyously, 

No way!" his friend retorts. "You're flushing the voodoo doll and we're going back out there!" 


"We can't, Axil" Duff whines, "| overheard two guys talking and they said one of the participants is a fuckin’ 


necrophiliac!" 
Axl giggles and throws an arm around Duff's shoulders. 
"That just makes it more fun!" he cries and he walks them out of the bathroom and back into the bar. 


Duff just knows the necrophiliac is waiting for him and him alone. 


Well, if he doesn't die tonight and then get sexually violated, at least they'll get free video rental. 


They just need an actual VCR now. 


